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EY ; Ne forte puderi - 1 
Siri Maſe Lyree folers, et Cantor Apoll. 


Ir Ma. T1CKELL. 


HE — taught, 

T — Belln — 
Britania's learned theatre diſdains 
Melodious trifles, aud enervate firains ; 
And bluſbes on her injur'd tage to ſte | 
Neaſenſe well u aud fweet fta. 


No cba ma oe wanting to thy artful ſong, 5 : 1 | 
Soft as Corelli, but as Virgil firong. e 
From words ſs ſweet new grace the nates receive, . ny 
And muſic borrows belps, foe i'd to give. 


Thy fiyle bath match'l what ancient Romans hw, | " 
Th Je ˙—· e 
2 . 


4 | TO THE AUTHOR 


Their cadence in ſuch an eaſy ſound convey'd, 
That height of thought may ſeem ſuperfluous aid ; 
Tet in ſuch charms the noble thoughts abound, 
That needleſs ſeem the fweets of eafie ſound. 


Landſcapes how gay the bow'ry grotto yield, 
Which thought creates, and 2015 fancy builds ! 
What art can trace the viſionary ſcenes, , 

The flow'ry groves, and everlaſting greens, 

The babling ſounds that mimic echo plays, 

The fairy ſpade, and its eternal _— 

Nature and art in all their c 0 C 1 
py” Elyſium to one an; > 1265 ut ot * 1 
No further could imagination roam, 

*Till Vanbrook fram , and Malbro rait d the my. 


Ten ion fand pangs my « anxious boſom — 
When drown'd in tears I ſee th' imploring fair : 
When bards leſs ſoft the moving words ſupply, 
A ſeeming juſtice dooms the nymph to die- 

But here ſhe begs, nor can ſbe beg in vain, 
In dirges thus expiring ſwains complain) 
Each verſe ſo ſwells, expreſſive of ber woes, 
And ev'ry tear in lines ſo mournful flows ; 
We, ſpight of fame, ber fate revers'd believe, 
 O'erlook ber crimes, and —_ * ought to live. 


Let joy tranſport fair Reſamond's ſhade, 
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely maid. 
While now perhaps with Dido's ghoſt ſve roves, 
* Andhears and tells the ſtory of tbeir loves, 
Alike they mourn, alike they bleſs their fate, . 
Since love, which made em wretched, males em a, 44 
Nor longer that relentleſs doom bemoan, 
Which gain'da Visg1L and an ADDON. 
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OF ROSAMOND. 


So tries the artleſs lark ber carl; flight, 
And ſoars, to bail the god of verſe, and light. 
Cone Rene thy fame,  _ 
And thy own laurels ſhade thy exvy'd name. 
Thy name, the boaſt of all the tuneful choir, 
Shall tremble on the firings of ev*ry hre; 
While the charm'd reader with thy g. 
Feels correſponding joys or ſorrows riſe, : 
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Dramatis' Perſonae. 
* 

King HExXT. 

Sir Txusrr, Keeper of the Bower. 


Page. 
Meſſenger. 

2 WOMEN. 

Queen ELINOR. 

Ros Mor. | 

GRIDELINE. Wife to Sir Trvsrr. 


GUARDIAN ANGELS, &c. 
SCE NE WoopsTock Park. 


ACT I. en- * 


Aproſpel * — Pt emit a — 
Enter gm andPaon/ 


variety farpriſe. 
As ver the bellow vaults we wald 
An buadred echo's round ur b:: 
eee retry nlak 
Net « fiagle wordis . 
1 — theres 
men dane! Tine, I de, 1. 
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ROSAMOND. 


Page. Great Henry e 12K 


Encen. Trifler, no more 

— 2 

Queen. . —ů— ke 
That holds this lovely guilty fo. 


My wrath, like that of beav'n, ſhall riſe, 
And blaſt her in her paradiſe. 
| Page. Bebold on peter rag grout Hy 17 
. In „ „ ö W | 
Ever — | 
Never ending, 


Glades on glades, _ all Act bas 
Shades in ſpades, | a0) eonou YT 
Ranzing an eternal round. iz vall 
Dees. In ſuch an endleſs maze I rope, 

Loſt in labyrinths of love. 
* with hoanled vengeance ben,, 
„** — foul by tuns. 

Page. The path yon verdant field divides, | 
Which to the ſoft confinement guides. | 
Sxeex. Eleonora, think betimes, » \ 
What are thy hated rival' crimes! TY 
Whither, ah whitherdoſt thou go! 3445 5:1 
What has ſhe done to move thee ſol WI ww} 
OY ——ů ſue not warm with 1 72 1 
. pn 
Have not her fatal arts remoy'd + 5 FF N 
My. Henry from my arms? 


ROSAMOND, '9 


"Tis her crime to be lov'd, | 
"Tis her crime to have charms. 
Let us fly, let us fly, 
She ſhall die, ſhe ſhall die. 
I feel, I feel my heart relent : _ 
How could the fair be innocent ! 
To a monarch like mint, 3 
be would not rege ene 
One ſo great and ſo brave © os 5 
All hearts muſt enſla ve. | | 
Page. Hark! what ſound fovedes my car? 
The conqueror's approach I hear. 
He comes, vifforious Henry comes ! 
_  Hautboys, trumpets, fifes and drums, 8 
In dreadful concert join dl. 
e | 
_ - Aſundof war, 
VPueen. Henry returns from danger free: 
Henry returns but not to me, 
He comes his Roſamond to greet, 
And lays his laurels at her feet, 
His vows impatient to renew ; | is 
His vows to Eleonoradue. , 1 
Have ————— dicata, | 
(While of his abſence I complain) 
Hid in her mazy, wanton bower, - 
n * 
— — 9 3 
The traitreſt ſhall bleed , | " 
No fear all alerm, 
No iy diſarm ; 
In my roge fboll be ſeen 
3 


CKOSAMOND. 
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How unbappy i is be, 
That is ty'd to a ſhe, 
e 
For of us pretty fellows . 
Our wipes are ſo j 
They ne er have enough of our duly. 
But bab! my limbs begin to quiver, 
I glow, I burn, I freeze, I ſhiver ; 
Whence riſes this convulſive ſtrife? 
I ſmell a ſhrew! 
My fears are true, 
Iſce my wife, 


FEW" ut. 


'GxIDELINE and Sir TxusTY. _ 


Grid. Faithleſs varlet, att thow there? p £414 
Sir Truſ. My love, my dove. my — it ; 
Grid. Monſter, thy whiedling tricks I know. 
Sir Truſ. Why wilt chou call thy turtle ſo? 
Grid. Cheat not me with falſe care fes. 
Sir Truſ. Let me ſtop th mouth with kiſſes, | 
Grid. Thoſe to fair Noſamond are due. 
Sir Truſ. She is potbalF fair as. you, 
Grid. She views thep-with u lover eye. 
Sir Tru ſ. T'll ſtill be thine and let her die. 
Grid. No, no, tis plain. * Tſee, 
Traitor to thy king and me | 
Sir Truſ. O Grideline I conſult thy tuen. 
Behold that fweet bewitching face, Wn , 


— mens I am true. 1 _ 
Grid. 0b how bleſt were Grimma 
a % 5.50 | 
With ſoft, but ab! deceiving ſmilere | 
How ſould I revel in delight, 
The ſpouſe of ſuch a peerlaſi r! er bak 
Sir Truſ. At length the ſtorm —— 
'Tis now my turn to ++ 7 l 


— * 
— ir Tre one: L 
Grid. Why ſo unkind, dr Truſty ehr ? 
Sir Tra. Thov'rt the plagus of my life. 
Grid. I'm» foolif, fond wife. 
Sir Truſ. Let us part. 3 
Let us part. . 
Seri. Will you break my poor heart? | | : 
T fer A 
Sir Traſ. Iwill if n.. | 


Grid. Obarbarous man ' 22 
From whence doth all this pan , 

Sir Truſ. +4; pra 

And 4 villanous ſeold. 433 , 

Grid. Titre alt 
I'm not ugly nor old, | 
Bat ths arts refit ocall me. TE et 
Thou, traitor, adieu! Uo} NET 42008 + 8 

3 2 | 


„ E 0 1 D. 


Grid. Thou trail ring hs ER 
Sir Trof. Tes frew. $446 vn hon tf 
Both. Adieu! adieu! Wi ws Exit Grid. 
Sir Tagene ſola. bo owed 
How hard is our fate, Ron r d . * 
Who ſerve in the ſtate, RNA n 1 . 3" $2 
And ſhould lay out our caf,ẽjẽÿ ww ic ©) 
On public affairs 3 SL A L2H 6 u un s n 
When con jugel tolls. V as: rel 
And family. broils wn 13 657 7s 7 
Wakes our great labours miſcarry |! Ktn! r E 
this wihelott nm 3a i 
Ot him that has got age t d 226 18439 $ TT 
Fair dee eee e you r nos tl 
With the clew in his power. 's nch 4! 
Ani is courted by all tano 
Both the great and the ſmall, | 
As principal pimp to the mighty — 
But ſee, the penſivefair draws ur: 
I'll at a diſtance rs nent öld init 
Ain wor nu ien ad ee 
4 IT c E N E fu. 2617; dn 


25 wei 


| RosamMonD and Sir, 'T neue 


53 9,52 „a x1 
Ro. From walk to walk, CES to ſhads, 
From ſtream to purling —— F- 
Through all the mazes. of the groe, 
Through all the mingling traQts Irene, "WY PA mtg 
Turning. i mol nh ie ee nr 
Burning. „Hane r den 
Changing. rad ds ung h 
Kanging. unn Ad neon % 
Ill been * n K e 
a . N eit . 


6 — n 


Was ever paſſion ere We ade?” be d © xk 
2 4, 
* 


Vas ever paſſion croſi'd hte mine F- 

Sir Tra. What beart of fone 
And not ia dumps fo deleful jets 1 

4 By. How does my cont yief defucs| 

In min the fpring my ae goons © 


F ALES 
| 1 
* 


The vernal blooms of various hue, | 
Fill'd with the breath of op'aing lo-. 


Why fo flow! great Henry, why! 


ä 51 


Did all the whining fools re 
To live Me Grideline and mel "tis * 


24 RN „AN On. 
8 Roſ. O Roſamond, bebold top r N ul 4462 - un 
And tremble ac thy future face | - 4419 3- 

Curſe this unhappy, guilty face, - tant t dn 

Every charm, and every ee, Ant an ew. 

That to thy ruin made their way: u 
And led thy innocence aſtray rr 


At home thou ſceſt thy queen enrag'd, 
Abroad thy abſent lord engag'd, | ety er * ben 
In wars that may qurlovesdicjoin, / E vi 

And end at once his life and mins 
Sir Tru. — bet «man kak - 
If ſhe turns honeſt, I'm unden b Woll . 


Roſ. Beneath ſome — 1445 £220 if wet $1.4 
PII lay me down and 1 ot 
Or near ſome warbling fuss 
Bewail my ſelf aſleep ; _ * Legs 
Where feather'd choirs combining - | 
| With gentle murm'ring freans, 
And winds in conſort joining, | 
Reiſe ſadly:pleafng dreams. n al t 
/ Sir Tavery . r 


What ſavage tyger would not pix wy 
A damſel fo diſtreſs'd and pretty 

But hah ! Wang POOR 
f WEARING. ſhades: 
'Tis Henry's march! the rue Linow: Ears) 
A meſſenger! yn ol Mah TR ee ev 


; (445 15 1 . ö n £8 + 


[Trumpets fur 


&\ ; 


nigng! BY ** E v. 7341 W 


ai tes S464 21TH, 4 "np 


A Pann raue. 


lis 311 744 A 3Y 44+. 4 464 24 4 3) ; 44 
- Mef. 'Great Henty evithes 1 * 
| (pH — 9 


From purple fields with RL 0 * 
From rivers choah.'d with heaps af dead; TOE T1» EL 
From glorious and imma dei n. F rot 
—_ Henry name — 17 a 
To lodge the mighty conquerer. - r Na cit 
Sir Truf. . n uf? 
And ready to teceive their gueſt. nne 46h 
3 Uitder u- a tes, 0. n 
And royal progeny unſeen ;) bis 15:42} 1:4; eee 
Soon as — Giogre Beatin, 1: 4 as +1265 wh 
Hither his — — na 1 +4. 
And ſee! his eager ſteps prevent dh £5 ral 
The meſſage that dae r 
Sir Truf. Here will I Quag-s. 5 Swan: ys i 
With hat in hand, AY ao x inet v5 
| Obſequiouſſy to mere bln, a5 4* + * 8 <4, Pas. 
And muſt endeavourr M 
At behaviour, | rA Aon „ e M2 
— 9 N e 


— v 


Enter King Hawn after e ere e 
King. Where is my love i my 'L nd. 
Sir Traf. Firſt, as in Qrifeſt duty: bound, 

I kiſs your royal hand, . B46 I: 7 G7 Fe AT 
King. Where js my life! my att 17 
Sir Truſ. Next lk mites mod groan, m_ 

I welcome you to land. _ 4 
King. Where is thetenderebarmiog fair ex wo 
Sir Tra Lat me appear, grout. Sin Lprays 

Methodical in what I fay». - - - 44s: 1446 - OT 

| King. er 4 


7 6k meth ©) 


ro enn 


We ſhould have wit, 
To know what's fit - | 
. 
King. Theſe dull delays I canner bear. 
Where is my love; O tell me where! ITT 
Sir Traſ. 1 ſpeak great Sir, with weeping eyes, - 
She raves, alas! ſhe faints, ſhe dies. © 
King. What doſt thou ſay ? 1 Quake with fears. 
Sir Truſ. Nay good wy Liege, with patience bear. 
She raves, and faincs, and dies, neue; 10 bn 
King. Wes ever nymph like Roſamond, - 
So fair, ſo faithful, and ſofond, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry charm and rr 
Pm all deſire | 
My heart's on fire, 
And leaps and ſprings to ber embrace. 
Sir Truſ. At the ſight of her lover 
She'll quickly recover. 
What place will you chuſe 
For firſt interviews? 
King. eee 
In you pavilion thade for love, _ 
Where woodbines, roſes, jeſſamines, - 
Amaranths, and eglantines, 
—————ů— have wore 
The particolour'd gay alcove. © 10 
Sir Truſ. Tour highneſs, Sir, as preſume, 
Has choſe the moſt convenient gloom; - | 
There's not a ſpot in all the park 
Has trees ſo thick, arid ſhades fo dark.” TE 
King. Mean-while with due nenden wait I 26s 
To guard the bower, 5 | | 
Let neither envy, grief, nor fear, 


Nor love-ſick jealouſie appear; 


Nor ſenſeleſs pomp, nor noiſe inpmaduc wine 
On this delicious ſolitude; 1 als nts 1 
But pleaſure reign — grove, unh 
And all be peace and all be lo. W 
0 the pleaſing. pleaſing ung loan 1 14 el 
When wer our. and ben e laugaiful; ++, N 
Wiſhes rials 4. Houſe == 95 
Thought furprizing . N * * 5 
Begſare courtingh ol i hen nt nb od 
Charms tranſperting! | #%-4 18 ,4hnet hoy 1 * 
Fancy viewing * qty . 4s. <4, 8 
Toys enſuingh +». * Uh CIP EX. 44 * * A : 
0 the pleafng, leit r i» [Exeunt; 
| n * n — we iy *#:8.. % "Ip 


4er * en wanne * 


" Kina and Roramon.” NAI I 48 
SPI SS £44 {4.4 * ++ 85 fit} 
F ' ECTS 87% 3. 
1— eng, ni. a4 this 3. eek 
| Reſtleſs glory, martial ſtrife, | 5 + 9 
Anxious pleaſures of the great 
And gilded cares of life, 3 * A8 j * 1 i * «zh 
Roſ. Thus let me loſty in riſing joy, 
Fierce impatience, fond deſires; » bs | wha no 
Abſence PAR nds; Cn 2 ** 
| And life-conſuming fires; EL 3 4 * 
King. Not the loud Brie ue. 55. bl 
The warrior's heart, nor claſhing amm 1 wy 
Nor falls e e L 5 
Nor life on proftraze-Gauls beftow/gy rr 0s; © 7 
Give half the joys that lt my breaſt," n ee 41 
While with ary Roſamond I'w bite nh ns 4 
C 


"I 2 * - 8 20 # 
12 ROSAMOND, 
— ö 


Noſ. My Henry is my ſoul's delight, 
My wiſh by day, my — drm, .A00p 


"Tis not in language to impart 


| The ſecret meltingsof my heart, 
While I my conqueror ſurvey, 
And look my very ſoul away. 
King. O may the preſent bliſs endure, 
From fortune, time, and death ſecure! + 
Both. O may the preſent bliſs endure! 
King. My eye cou'd ever gaze, my eur 
Thoſe gentle ſounds cou'd ever hear: 
But oh! with noon-day heats oppreſt, 
My aking temples call for reſt! | 
In yon cool grotto's artful _ 
Refreſhing ſlumbers 1 Il invite, 
Then ſeek again m abſent fair, - | 
With all the love a heart ean bear. Exit King. 
Roſa. ſola. From whence this ſad preſaging fear, 
This ſudden ſigh, — gh 
Oft in my ſilent dreams by n 
With ſuch a look I've ſeen ty, 
Maſted by angels to the ſky, 
And loſt in cndleſ tracks of light; 
While I, abandon'd and forlorn, 
To dark and diſmal defarts borti; | 
Through lonely wild hve fanno fray, 
Along, uncomfortable W 
25 They're fantoms all; I think no more 
M life has endleſt joys in fore. 
Farewel ſorrows, furt wel fear, Sn | 
q ee, 


2 5 


nn 


SCENE, 1. 


4 Poftera gate of the Bower. 
Gabin and Pack, 


Grid. My ſtomach ſwells with ſeeret ſpight, 
ro ſee my fickle faithleſs knight, 
With upright geſture, goodly mien, 
Face of olive, coat of green, | 
That charm d the ladics long ago, 

So little his own worth to know, 

On a meer girl his thoughts to place, 
With dimpled checks, and baby face ; 
A child! s chit! that was not born, 
When I did town and court adorn. _ 

Page. Con any men el: 
To venerable Grideline 

Grid. 3 or tell my why, 
With weeping eyes ſo oft I _ 
c 
A new toledo by his fide, | 
In ſhoulder.belt ſo trimly plac'd, . 
mn | 

age. If Roſamond his gun hes aer d. 
Tho Haight is falſe, the nympb ſubdu'd. 
_ Grid. rr 
His falſhood by a thouſand ſigns: 
Oft o'er the lonely rocks he walks, 
And to the fooliſh echo talks; 
Oft in the glaſs he rolls his eye, 
ut turns and frowns if Iam by; 
Then my fond eaſie heart beguiles, 
And thinks of Roſamond and ſiniles 

Page. Well may you feel theſe ſoft alarms, 
She has a heart —— — 


C 2 


* 


E 


20 1 Nb. 


Grid. And he has charms. 
Page. Tour feirs are too juſt —— 
Grid. Too plainly Ive prov'd. 
Both. He loves and is lov'd. 
Grid. 0 mercileſs fate! | T5 
Page. Deplorable fate! 

Grid. To die——— 

Page. To be ſlain. . 8 
Grid. By a barbarous an. Mm 
Both. That laughs at your pain. | 
Grid. How ſhou'd I act? canſt thou adviſe? 
Page. Open the gate, if you are wiſe ; "pag 

I, in an unſu pected hour, 

May catch em dallying in the bower, 
Perhaps their looſe amours prevent, 
And keep Sir Truſty innocent. 

_ Grid. Thou art in truth 

A forward youth. 
Of wit and parts above thy age ; 2, | 
Thou know'ſt our ſex. Thou art a page. 
Page. I'll do whatI can 7 
To ſurprize the falſe man. 5 
Grid. Of ſuch a faithful ſpy I'veneed: ® © 
Go in, and if thy plot ſucceed, 8 
- Fair youth. thou mayꝰſt depend on this 
I'll pay thy ſervice with a kiſs. Exit Page. 
Grid. ſola. Pr'ythee Cupid no more Sp 
Hurl thy darts at threeſcore, 
To thy girls and thy boys 
Give thy pains and thy joys, 
Let Sir Truſty and me n 
From thy Troia be free. | [Exit Grid. 


* 4s . Scene diſtovers another a. view 1 Bower. 


1% b. 2 


| $CENE m. 


ee a 


Greens of various ſhades ariſe, 
Deck d . ; 
Paths by — 223 
Alleys in winding alleys loſt 
Fountains playing through the trees, 
— — 
Here o grove, of ants | 
Sweet deluſion, 2 1 * 
Gay confuſion. | 
All a viſion, all a dream! 


nn 
Gres ond Pes. 


Py At length the bow'ry vaults appear! 
My boſom heaves, and pants with fear; 
A thouſand checks my heart controul, © 
A thouſand terrours ſhake my foul. 

Page. Behold the brazen gate unbar d: 3 
be's fixt in thought, Tam not heard - [Apert. 


een. I ſee, I fee my hands embru'd 
In purple ſtreams of recking blood: 

1 ſee the vim gaſpfor breath, 

And ſtart in agonies of death : 

I ſce my raging dying lord, 

And O, I ſee my ſelf abborr's/ 


:d2 ROSAMOND. 

Page. My eyes o'erflow, my heart is reat | 
To hear Britannia s Queen lament. - [Afide, 

een. What ſhall my trembling ſopl purſue? 

Page. Behold, gregt queen, the place in view ! 

Queen. Ye pow'rs inſtruct me what wor” 

Page. 2 ew 

The guilty foe 

een. —lt js decroed—je hall be ſo; e. 
I cannot ſee my lord repine 
(0 that I cou'd call bim mine!) 
' Why bave not they moſt charms ſo maue, 
Whoſe boſoms burn with pureſt love! 

Page. Her heart with rage and fondneſs glow s, 
o jealouſie l thou hell of woes [Afide, 
That conſcious ſcene of love contains | 
The fatal cauſe of all your pains : 
In yonder flow'ry vale ſhe lies, 
Where thoſe fair bloſſom d arbours riſe, 

een. Let us haſte to deſtroy 

1 

e 


| Te pow'rs remave, 
Or dart your thunder at my bead. 
Love and deſpair z 
What heart can hear 
; ann \{Excunt. 


ROSAMOND 


$SCENE V. 


* 445, 


The Scene changes to the Paviliod oe as Before: FA. 4 


Tranſporting pleaſure! who can tell it! 
When our longing eyes diſcover | 
The tied. the dur, n Wit; 

Who can utter, or conceal it! 

A ſudden motion ſhakes the grove: 

I hear the ſteps of him I love; _ 

Prepare, my ſoul; to meet thy bliſs? 

——— Death to my eyes; what ſight this? = 

The queen, thꝰ offended queen I fee! 

——— Open, O cafth! and firallow ne! 


SCENE VL 


Enter to ber tht Qn with bowl in ou 


band, and a dagger is the ober. 


| Behold, vain wretch, behold thy df 
Thy crimes to their full period tend, 
And ſoon by this, or this ſhall end, 
Ref. What ſhall 1 f, or how reply 
To threats of injur'd majeſty ? 
Or quickly drain the fatal bowl. 
Or this right hand performs its part, 
And plants a dagger in thy heat. 
Roſ. Can Britain's queen 
Or dip in blood thoſe ſacred 


Queen. Thus arm'd with double death Teonls # 


In her ſhall ſach revenge be "ay 
Fur be that from Britain's queen 

Seen. How black does wu defign appear? 5 
Was ever mercy ſb ſevere (Ade. 

Roſ. When tides of youthful blood run bigh, | 
| And ſcenes of promis'd joys are nigh, - 

Health preſuming, 
Beauty blooming, 
0h how dreadful tis to die! 

Sucen. To thoſe whom foul Gſhonours "RY 

Life it ſelf ſhould be a pain. | 
_ e w # 
And drive the hero from her arms ? Fs 

Think on the ſoft, the tender fires, 
M elting thoughts, and gay deſires, 

That in your own warm boſom riſe, 
When languiſting with love: ſick eyes, 
That great, that charming man you ſee - 
_ Think on your ſelf, and pity me! 
Dueen. And doſt —_— age! 
| - [Offering the dagger to ber breaf „ 
Preſumptuous woman plead no more! 

Roſ. O queen, your lifted arm reſtrain! 
Behold theſe tears 

Dyeen. They flow in vain. | 

Roſ. Look with compeion on my fuel. 
O hear my ſighs! ( 4 | 

Queen. Thy riſe too late. 

Hope not a day's, an hour's reprieve. 

Roſ. Tho? I live wretched, let me live. is 
In ſome nn let me lye, Sj 
Cover'd from ev'ry human eye, 

Baniſh'd the day, debarr'd the light; 
Where ſhades of everlaſting night 
May this unhappy face diſarm, 


And caſt a veil o'er ey'rycharm : 


ROSAMOND. 
Offended heaven I'll there adore, 
Nor ſee the ſun, rior Henry more, 
| Queen. Moving language, ſbining tears, 
Glowing guilt, and graceful fears, 
Kindling pity, kindling rage, 
At once provoke me, and aſſwage. ; [Afide, 
Roſ. What ſhall I do to pacifie | 
Your kindled vengeance? : 
Queen. Thau ſhalt dic. {Offering the dagger. 
Ro/. Give me but one ſhortmoment's ſtay. 


O Henty, why fo faraway? [Afide. 
Lees. Prepare to welter in a flood 
Of ſtreaming gore, damn the 4 
Af. O ſpare my blood, 
And let me graſp the deadly bowl. 


[Takes the bowlin ber band; 


Sucen. Ye pow'rs, how pity rends my ſoul!  [Afide. 


Roſ. Thus proſtrate at your feet I fall. 


O let me ſtill for mercy call! [Falling on ber aces, 


Accept, great queen, like iajar'd bea ven, 
The foul that begs to bt forgiven: 
If in the lateſt gaſp of breath, 
If in the dreadful pains of death, 
When the cold damp bedews your brow, 0 
You hope for mercy, ſhow it now. 
Pueen. Mercy to lighter crimes is due, 
Horrors and death ſhall thine purſue. —_—_ 
Rof. Thus 1 Pon Ing ow [Drinks 
—— Whither, ah! whither ſhall I go! 
Queen. Where thy paſt life thou hal lament, 
A ein they hed eee 
 Rof. Tyrant! to aggravate the ſtroke, 
And wound a heart, broke ! 
My dying ſoul with fury butns, 
And lighted grief to madneſs turns. 
"vel 


l} 
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26 ROSAMOND. 


| Think not, thou author of my woe, - 
That Roſamond will leave thee ſo: 
At dead of night, 
A glaring ſpright, 
With hideous ſcreams 
Pl haunt thy dreams ; 


| And when the painful night been, 


My Henry ſball revenge my cauſe. 

O whither does my frenzy drive ! 

Forgive my rage, your wrongs forgive. 

My veins are froze ; my blood grows chill ; 

The weary ſprings of life ſtand ſtill; 

The ſleep of death benumbs all ove 

My fainting limbs, and I'm no more. [Falls onthe couch. 
— Here and obſerve your queen's commands. 

. [ To her nds, 

Beneath thoſe hills a convent ſtands, 

Where the fam'd ſtreams of Iſis ſtray ; 

Thither the breathleſs coarſe convey, 

And bid the cloiſter d maids with care 

The due ſolemnities prepare. [Exeunt with the body. 

When vanquiſh'd foes beneath us lye | 

How great it is to bid them die! 

But how much greater to forgive, 

And bid a vanguiſb d foe to live! 


SCENE VI. 


Sir Tx vsTY in a fright. 


A breathleſs corps! what have I ſeen! 
And follow'd by the jealous queen! 
Tt muſt be ſhe! my fears are true: 
The bowl of pois'nous juice I view. 
How can the fam'd Sir Truſty live 

To hear his maſter chide and grieve? 


ROSAMOND, 


No! tho' I hate ſuch bitter beer. 
Fair Roſamond, I'll pledge thee here. 
The k ing this doleful news ſhall read 
3 n 
As I am at this preſent writing. 
The bower turns round, my brain's abu d, 
| The labyrinth grows more confus'd, 
The thickets dance I ftretch, I yaws. 
Death has tripp'd up my heels 1 
| [Staggers and falls. 


0 vat: 2 
QX ſola, 


The conflict of my mind is oer, 
And Roſamond ſhall charm no more. 
Hence ye ſecret damps of care, 
Fierce diſdain, and cold deſpair, 
Ye pains that wait 
On jealouſie, the rage of love. 
The heroe ſpall be all my own; 
. Nobler joys poſſeſs my heart 
Than crowns and ſeepters can impart. 


D 2 
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A cT mm. SCENE, 1, 1, 2438 SAX. 

S CENE a Grotto, Hun v afleep, a cloud deſtends, init two 

angels ſuppos'd to be. the 7 apap ſpirits of the Britiſe 
Kings in war and peace. 


1 ANGEL. 


EHOLD th* unhappy monarch there, 
That clainis our tutelary care l . 

2 Angel. In fields of death around his bead | 
A ſhicld of adamant I ſpread. 

1 Angel. In hours of peace, unſeen, unknown, 
I hover o'er the Britiſh throne. . 

2 Angel. When hoſts of foes with foes engage, 
And round th” anointed hero rage, 

The cleaving fauchion I miſguide, 2 
And turn the featber'd ſhaft aſide. * 
1 Angel. When dark fermenting faſtions . 
And prompt th” ambitious to rebel, 4 
A thouſand terrors I impart, 1 waht ui? 
And damp the furious traitor's heart. L 
Both. But oh what influence can remove - | 

The pangs of EE and rage of love! ; 
2 Angel. I'll fire his ſoul with mighty — * 
Till love before ambition fly.. . 

1 Angel. I'll ſooth his cares ig pleaking dreams, 

Till grief in joyful raptures die. k 
2 Angel. Whatever glorious and BREA 54 N 
In Britiſh annals can be found; | 
Whatever actions ſpall adorn 
Britannia's heroes, yet undorn, 

In dreadful viſions ſpall ſucceed ; 
On fancy'd fields the Gaul ſball bleed, 

Creſſy ſoall ſtand be efore his eyes, 

And Agincourt an Blenheim riſe. 


FEA KOWE 01 
1 Angel. 22592 
Ant 
His brain is fd wich loud alarms. 
The aber prince of loyn-dathne 3c.) ww EP * 3 | 
And trumpets ſoundin ev'ry trans. ; | | l 
Both. Glory rie? 
The field is wan! 5 5 7 7875 


Fame revives, _ © o 70 4 2 | 1 
And love is gong. ' « 
1 Angel. To lm dy gl anda ww, 


— bel 


When time its beauties ſhell define, 
And only with its ruins grace | 
The future proſpect of the place. 
Pehold the glorious pile aſcending) * * 
Columns ſwelling, arches bending, ' | 
Domes in awful pomp ariſipg, © 
Art in curious ſtrokes ſurpriſiag 2 
3 
For Anna's mighty chief hear ;: 
His growing joys no manila Wh ; 
Too — 
1 Angel. Let grief 2 
His beartis prof tha thiis e, 


© . 1 


$6 £0sgaMowD. 
; HVA v, farting from the couch. 
Where have my raviſh'd ſenſes been! 
'What joys, what wonders have 1 ſeen ! 
The ſcene yet ſtands before my eye, 
A thouſand glorious deeds that ye 
In deep futurity obſcure, | 
Fights and triumphs immature, 
Heroes immers'd in time's dark womb, 
Ripening for mighty years to come, 
Break forth, and, to the day diſplay'd © 
My ſoft inglorious hours upbraid. 5 
Tranſported with fo bright a ſcheme, 
My waking life appears adream. 
Adieu, ye wanton ſhades and bowers, 
Wreaths of myrtle, beds of flowers, 
Roſie brakes, 
Silver lakes, 
To love and you 
A long adieu! 
O Roſamond! O riſing woe! 
Why do my weeping eyes oer 
O Roſamond ! O fair diſtreſs'd! 
How ſhall my heart, with 1 
Its unrelenting purpoſe tell; 
And take the long. the laſt farewel! 
Riſe, glory, riſe in all thy charms, 
- Thy waving creſt, and burniſb'd arms, 
Spread thy gilded banners round, 
Make thy thundering courſer bound, 
Bid the drum and trumpet join, 
Warm my ſoul with rage divine; 
All thy pomps around thee calls © 4 
.- To conquer love will asþ them al. Exit. 
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— to that part 3 


Traſty lies upon v eren pigment *. 


the table. 


; 6 4 bY \ rs Ss 5 * 

Eater . ö ; EZ 4 TE b: Exp . 

a — and everygonite,: 4; 11 
Look down on this important —. | I” 


Help me my Henry to aſlwage; 


To gain his love, or bear his rage. 4s 26 - 


Myſterious love, uncertain treaſure, 
F A 
Lund with fears, * 
Endleſs torments dwell about thee: - 
Yet who would live, and live without thes; . 
But oh the ſight my ſoul alarms: 
My Lord appears, I'm all on fire! 
Why am I baniſh'd from his arms? 
My ä Ant retire. 
die tothe end of th Joe: 


SCENE, m. Kr 44 


Ke Ee 4 
King. Some dreadful birth of fate is near: 
Or why, my ſoul, unus d to fear. 
With ſecret horror doſt thou ſhake? + 4, - 
Can dreams ſuch dire impreſſions make 
What means this ſolemn, ſilent ſhow? 
This pomp of death, this ſcene of woe 


e 
: 0 * 
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15 
Support me, heaven! what's this I read? 
Oh borror! Roſamond is dead. : 
What ſhall I fay, or whither turn ? 
With grief, and rage, and love, I burn: 
From thought to thought my ſoul is toſt, 
And in the whirle of paſſion loſt. 
Why did I not in battle fall, 
Cruſh'd by the thunder of the Gaul ? 
Why did the ſpear my boſom miſs ? 
Ye pow'rs, was I reſerv'd for this! 4 
Diftrated with woe f % ies 4 1 
PII ruſe on the foe TIES 
To ſeek my relief: 
The fword or the dart 
Shall pierce my ſad heart, 
And finiſh my grief! 
Deen. Fain voa -d my tongue bis grief appeaſe, 
And give his tortur d boſom caſe. [ Afide. 
King. But ſee the cauſe of all my feats, 
The ſource of all my grief appears! 
No unexpected gueſt is here. 
The fatal bowl 
Inform'd my ſoul 
Eleonora was too neat, 
Queen. Why do There my ne 
King. Is this the welcome that you give? 
Queen. Thus ſhou'd divided lovers meet? 
Both. Aud is it thus, ab! thus we greet! 
Ducen. What in theſe guilty ſhades cou'd you, 
Inglorious conqueror, purſhe ? 
King. Cruel woman, what cou'd you ? 
Queen. Degenerate thoughts have fir'd your breaſt. 
King. The thirſt of blood has yours poſſeſ d. 
Queen. A heart ſo unreptnting, © 
King. A rage [6 nurlenting, * 


0 4 OND. 193 
Boch. Nil 8 eee 2 
To mourn — i e wb ps, 
My Roſamond, alas, is dead, + one 
And where, 0 where conrep's! | R 
So bright a bloom, ſo ſoft as air, 
Did ever nymph diſtloſe! - 
The lily was not balf fert. 
.” @ cen. How is — anguih torn! - ( 
My Lord, I cannor ſee you mourn - 6 
The living you lament: while I,. | 
To be lamented ſo, cou d die. + 


„ — V7 #7 e 


King. The living! (peak; lee: 
Why will you dally with my pain? 

Lneen. Were your lov'd Roſumondalive, 
Wou d not my former wrongs revive? —- 


Eee. How am I — LI. 
King. And leave th* unhappy nymph for you. 
313 
Voees. Forbear, my lon, to grieve, 
And know your Roſamond does live. 
If 'tis joy to wound a lou rr. 
| Ob bow pleaſing "tis to pleaſe! | 
The bi returns, and we receive 
Ng ay" 1 
** 


K oy 
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My impatience forgive, 
Do's Roſamond live ? 


Queen. The bowl, with dromſe juices GW, 
From cold Egyptian drugs diſtill d. oe 
In borrow'd death has clos'dher eyes: 
But ſoon the waking „ 
| And in a convent plac'd, admire + 
The cloiſter d walls and virgin choire : 

With them in ſongs and hymns divine 
The beauteous penitent ſhall join, 
And bid the guilty world. adieu. dad a 

King. Ho am I bleſt if this be true l - [dfide, © 

Qucen. Atoning far herſelf and you. 5 

King. I aſk no more ] ſteure the ſair 
In life and bliſs: Iaſk not where: 

For ever from my fancy ed 
May the whole world believe her dead, 
That no foul miniſter af vice. 
Again my ſinking ſoul intiee 
Its broken paſlion to renew. 
But let me ——— bo 

Queen. How does my hear fr ch · pris | 
The vain EE OURS! 
Tho? diſtant ages, yet vuborn, - 
Fair Roſamond ſhall falſly mourn ; 

And with the preſent times agree, | 
To brand my name witherudhy ; - u 
Ho w does my heart for ſuch a prize 

The vain cenſorious world deſpiſ 

But ſee your flave, while yet ſpeak, 
From l is dull trance unfetter'd break 
As he the potion ſhall ſurvise 4 


Believe your Roſamond alive. | 
King. O happy day! 0 pleaing view! 
My queen forgive ——— _ . 


Queen, — My lord is true, 


Kar AN ann 1 


King. No more Pll change, e vn mur 00 +45 6A 
Queen. iNo mire Ill grianes ur, r 
Both. But ever thus united fins Wet CLI 4 Re "4+ Þ 
Sir Taue 
In which world am I! all 1 foo, * 
Ev'ry thicket, buſh and tree, n E 2b ak «3&4 t% | 
So like the place from — oqane, AN 
That one would ſwear eee NN = 0 
My former legs too, by their pe t wa 1 _ | 
And by the whiſkers, "tis my face 4 955 W een: 
The ſelf. ame habit, garb and — . r 
They ne'cr wou'd bury ahn, 


20 * 11. — 
Gx1nnzms ad fe Tanann.) a "t 


Grid. Hove I then ieWnaſoq : 
And took thee in the verybowly? 5 1 1 
Why dod thouthus in lanendss 
Thou ſhou'dſt — deck own 1 

Grid. Forbear theſs foolith freaks, and foe 
How our good king and queen agree. = 
Why ſhou'd not we their iqpsparſue, 

And do as our ſuperiors do? 

I know not who, or where I am, 

Or what Ihear or what I fe, 

But this I'm ſure, howe'er it be, 

It ſuits a perſon in my ſtation 

T”' obſerve the mode, and be in faſhion. 
Then let not Grideline the chaſte 
Offended be for what is paſt, 


- - 
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vs nennen 


And hence anew my vows Lplight 
To be a faithful courteomsknight. 


Grid. T'l too wy plighted ws renew, | 


ieee uu, 
neee 7 
Be fond and be fine, ©; 

[And Si re rt. ce i ye 


The KinGapd Quezn advancing. 
King. Who to forbidden/joys wou'd rove, 
That knows the ſweets of virtuous love? 


Chearful PREY and bliſGFul nights, 


Thou doſt untainted joys diſpence, 
And pleaſure join with innocence : 
Thy raptures mann 
Both. Who to forbidies joys — 
U en e | 
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